On the ridge
for very lightly laden animals, and the latter part had to be
walked. I crawled along, resting every fifty paces or so with a
leaden feeling of nightmare upon me—and at last, after a final
unspeakable bit of scree to finish off with, emerged upon the
ridge.
This was the top of the great buttress, and here we stood on
the threshold of our desires: we could see its broad backbone
running north-westward, more or less evenly, with rounded
curves like smooth waves one hiding the other. It hems in the
Darijan valley and then, leaving a westward spur to run to the
Seh Hizar, a long main ridge encloses Daku and the Iza Rud
in unexplored jungle country to the north: this at least is what
the Refuge of Allah told me, who has once been to Daku.
On the south, the ridge rose to the very point of Solomon's
Throne, now deceptively near, a lovely pyramid with snow
on its northern face. North-east of it between us, and not so
high, another peak showed, called Barir. The world lay-
spread around. Small, as through the wrong end of a tele-
scope behind us, Salambar with die Alamut hills, Rudbar and
Elburz; and Narghiz Kuh and Syalan, which I had looked up
to from Balarud—they stood high on their own range, but far
below us, washed to a gentle colour by distance. In front of
us, eastward, at right angles, ran a deep valley some way off,
hidden by intervening spurs of our own system: on the farther
side were saw-edged ridges with wooded slopes.
" That," said the shikari, " is the valley of the Sardab Rud.
It comes from the direction of Talaghan, out of sight there to
the south across the pass of the Thousand Hollows, the Hazar-
chal. And it flows to the plain of Kalar Dasht, of which you
see one corner there in the north-east."
There the hills became lower and rounder, covered with
forest, until the Caspian sea mist hid them. Beyond them,
eastward, were other ranges, their names unknown to my
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